A    WINDOW    IN    THRUMS
left behind.   When I reached the kitchen Jess
was crying, and her son's arms were round
her neck*   I went away to my attic*

There was only one other memorable event
of that day. Jamie had finished his tea, and
we all sat round him, listening to his adventures
and opinions. He told us how the country
should be governed, too, and perhaps put on
airs a little. Hendry asked the questions, and
Jamie answered them as pat as if he and his
father were going through the Shorter Cate-
chism. When Jamie told anything marvellous,
as how many towels were used at the shop in
a day, or that twopence was the charge for a
single shave, his father screwed his mouth
together as if preparing to whistle, and then
instead made a curious clucking noise with
his tongue, which was reserved for the ex-
pression of absolute amazement. As for Jess,
who was given to making much of me, she
ignored my remarks and laughed hilariously
at jokes of Jamie's which had been received
m silence from me a few minutes before.
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